beggar, by any chance?"

"Gerbier was absentmindedly making streaks in the wood of the
desk at which he was sitting by running his fingernail along the
grain. At this moment Felix, the garage mechanic, reminded him
of Roger Legrain,'the young tuberculous electrician of the camp
of L. . , . The same dignity. . . . The same sense of honour. . . .
Gerbier's silence, now, deeply embarrassed Felix.

"I didn't tell you all that to complain," he murmured. "I don't
know what came over me. . . . When you spoke about family a
while ago I thought of the fact that you, well, that you were alone,
that you weren't tied to anyone. That's lucky in the kind of work
we're doing."

Gerbier continued to streak the table with the end of his nail.
He was not tied to anyone ... that was true. He had come close to
attaching himself to Legrain. But Legrain had refused to escape.
... That was lucky... .

"So what do we do for this reconnaissance mission?" Gerbier
asked brusquely.

'Til go myself," said Felix.

Gerbier considered Felix's swollen eyelids, the unhealthy colour
of his cheeks.

"You need a good night's sleep," said Gerbier.

"I don't care about that," said Felix. "But I swore to my wife
and to the kid that I would take them to the movies to-morrow
Sunday."

But Felix was able to keep this promise after all. He ran into
Jean-Frangois on the Paris-Nice express.

V,

The farm was situated half-way between the big national high-
way and the sea. The spacious outbuildings, solidly built in the
old style, formed a kind of horseshoe around the main house on
the property-side. Toward the sea horizon, almost to the water's
edge> stretched cultivated fields, vineyards, clusters of trees. These
lands were enclosed by low walls. Jean-Francois, sitting by a path
with his bicycle lying beside hitn, was eyeing the farm. Of all the
possible refuges that he had noted in the course of the day this
one appeared to him in every way the most suitable. Jean-Frangois